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A XEW SOXG CALL’D THE CUP OF TE.4 

Co>m» aM jnii neiHonrs d aw npnrtil 1 (eFt you a tale, 

To lend your atiii i n I'm surp yon vvotil fol, 

Coiiieruiiia a loup e that lived by th lough, 

A»d their droll eoiiver»ation will cause you to laufth 

As John he came borne from the market one day. 

He caught his wife drinking a wee fuv of ten, 

He up with his fooi gave tee table akxk, 
hay ing yon & yotr table muy ao to old nick, 

She say’s quit your folly I wouldihave you he civil 
I would eom'ort my heart if you went to the devil, 
lo the publick-house you sp'int most of your dayc. 

So rrumble that down in your ji;g if you pLase, 

You will put down the pan & make a pulloo 
■Voii will eat eegs & fresh h'uter & “ive me bnrgCfJ, 

Peenise I donf cive a small bit of ham, 

And hot one taste you’l a low for poer John, 

If you get bit’ goo it is very good cheer, 

Vi’U ran t oo isii your b 'dy witit whiskey & beer, 

This is all the errmfprt I have night or day, 

‘I'a cheer my poo' he T,t with a wee tup of tea, 

Yon impudent jade now mind » hat you say, 

Yi'ii a e bound by trie laws of the laud to obey. 

While I am abti I vow & declare, 

I will not alow you the breeches to wear. 

To hel’ with your hreeches & you she did cry, ' '' j 
You giiould stoop your head low when you speak of the ifka 
When I ourish’d <our body witli mutton & ' ee ^ 

The more you were pamper’d the sounder you’d Jeep, 

Yon should feel for a mau that ic h»id at his work, 

You cas slee(» i the morning when I must be up. 

Then you cant suffer my ey- » for lo clc-e, 

Out scratching my shins with the nails Of your toes, 

The reason of that I will scon let you know 
Tho conceHling your faults ill iiiy pa'i*nce is wore. 

When you vrake in the night its your pipe you will smoics 
And leave me hard by you a iiiai. en to mourn, 

Since you havecnusetl me to speak how fie fvuth I’l reveal 
When three months were ela ss’o' you put me in amase, 

A colloek a collibka coHick sheeiied, 

Will you go for my mother or else I’l expire, 

I went for her mother not knowing the design, 

And when I < ame b ck sine I had a young child, 
her mother she shovv’d me itMiose & its face, 

He ib just 1 ke his daddy may the Lore be yraise’d, 

The nabours draw near when they the he ird of the fun‘ 
You made him by stesm in the course of throe months, 

No a man n the vvrlii deserv* s -uch a prise 
You must gel a yremiam iiigrov’d with your name. 

Now 10 conclude & to finish my song, 

G.ve their wires their own wav & yhu’ltnever do wrong 
Yor if you vvou d please them from the fop to ihe toe, 
They’l have the last word lieevvue the last blow, 
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